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HOWARD JOHNS 
Says that plans are 
afoot to make our sea- 
side resorts all round 
the coast centres of 
the fishing industry 
and to train school- 
i boys for this career 
with a big future. 


The Daily Paper. of the Submarine Branch 
With the Co-operation of the Office of Admiral (Submarines) 


Cook Arthur Hazelgrove—It’s 
Question Time at First Avenue 


"THERE was a great deal of excitement at 
76, First Avenue, Lancing, Sussex, when 
we called there, Cook Arthur Hazelgrove, and 
it wasn’t because of our visit, either. 


All the folk were home, and were busily 
engaged in eliminating.ia swarm of flying ants 
that had chosen the garden path as a suitable 
landing strip. 

You will notice the various means em- 
ployed to exterminate the pests by your 
mother and sisters and the eagerness with 
which your nephew Peter and his friends 
Michael and Maureen tackled the problem. 
Mrs. Reynolds had gone to London for the 

day to see about sailing tickets for a proposed 
holiday to Ireland and, conseauently, Michael 
and his sister found a temporary berth at 


although when you hear that Peter wants 
you to play cricket, that Michael wants you to 
teach him to swim and that Maureen, in true 
feminine fashion, wants to parade her new 
red frock for you, it seems unlikely that you 
will get down to that armchair so soon. 

Keeping to his habit of exercising his en- 
quiring mind, Peter is going on holiday to the 
Kent honpfields to find out just where this stuff 
he hears so much about comes from. 

The rest of the family, however, especially 
the two Winnies, are content to take it at its 
face value with no enquiries made. They are 
looking forward to accompanying you to 
“Farmer’s Hotel’? to watch you play darts, 
and although they do admire your skill, of 
course, they like better to toast your success 


FISH WILL JOIN 


THE THREE R's 


(THERE is something about a find it takes money, and train- miles of the North Sea, with 
fishing trawler that. inter- ing, before you can become a cod and plaice yielding excel- 


ests old and young alike. Many 
a young fellow who has been 
at sea for the past six years 
hag learnt to be more than 
just “imterested”’ in trawlers. 
Would like to follow an open- 
air life as a fisherman when 
the world returns to normal. 
That is, if fishing offers a steady 
income. 

In the past many would- 


successful trawlerman. 

AW over Britain today 
nuneérous Sea Fisheries Com- 
mittees, composed of repre- 
sentatives of local authorities 
and fishing interests, are 
planning schemes to train 
boys and young men who 
look to the sea for a career. 
Especially does this apply to 

inshoremen fishermen — those 


lent returns. 

It was revealed that the first 
four trawlers to visit the 
famed Dogger Bank made 50 
per cent. bigger catches in 30 
per cent. less timt® than in 
1939. 

The “rest,” resulting from 
war. has obviously done the 
fishing grounds a great deal of 
good, which in turn will surely 


be fishermen have noted how who catch sole. plaice, lobsters benefit the trawlermen. 


the fishing industry seemed 
to have left the smaller ;gorts 
fOr the most part and con- 
centrated upon the “fishing 
areas” such as_ Grimsby. 
Many young men do not want 
to live in this area—so what? 
The answer is that there 
may well be a big revival in 
the fishing industry around 
our coast during the mext ten 
years, especially as man 
people have ideas about devel- 


oping the canning industry in p 


this country. 

It is hardly remembered now 
that popular seaside resorts, 
such as Ramsgate and Broad- 
stairs, were once thriving fish- 
ing ports. 
wrote of Broadstairs as one of 
the neatest fishing ports in the 
country, while Ramsgate was 
one of the centres of the deep- 
sea trawling industry until the 
last war. Most of ther great 
fleet was sunk while on active 
service, and between the two 
wars she never had a chance 


_|to_recover. 


But Ramsgate, like many 
other ports. will, I feel certain, 
with the increased demand: for 
fish, brought about by a world 
shortage of butcher’s meat, 
again be on the map as a fish- 
ing port. It has an idea] har- 
bour and a fish market. 

Several young Reyal Navy 
men, stationed at the Kent 
base, have told me that they 
plan te go in for fisiing, using 
Ramsgate as a _ base. Good 
luck to them—but they will 


Charles Dickens # 


and crabs—for the deep-sea 
fishermen have their junior 
and senior technical schools in 
the big ports. Here youths 
and men with ambitions to be- 
come skippers and officers 
aboard trawlers take courses. 

Discussing this scheme for 
local iinshoremen fishermen a 
short time ago. Mr. Percy Idle, 
chairman of the Sussex Sea 
Fisheries, said: ‘‘‘Sussex edu- 
eation authorities have ex- 
pressed their willingness to 
elp sitart courses in this part 
of England. We hope, after 
the war, boys will be able to 
start their training as fisher- 
men in the elementary schools 
t seaside towns, and that there 
will be special classes in tech- 
nicalyschools on the coast where 
fishermen can take refresher 
courses. r 

“We hope to provide in- 
struction in navigation, tides, 
seamanship and_ signalling: 
gear and fitting, rope work 
and principles of fishing, fish 
life, and handling and pre- 
serving fish.’’ 

Which is very encouraging 
for those who look to the sea 
as a means of earning a living. 

In peace-time Britain had 
about 1,800 trawlers putting to 
sea every week. They em- 
ployed aboard some _ 40,000 
men, who each year brought 
back to these islands fish esti- 
mated to be worth £15,000,000. 


To-day, after six years of 


enforced rest, the trawlers of 
Britain are once again oper- 
ating. in the 20,000 square 


with the pints you win. 

On the return journey from the “'Corner 
House’’ or “Farmer’s Hotel,’’ you will be 
quite able to find your way because your 
mother told us that the lights are now back 
again at Lancing. That lamp-post on the 
corner is still there, too, and Mum said it is 
awaiting you and Paddie and the long talks 
you used to have together. 

Johnny Richardson is another of your pals 
who has returned home, and your mother said 
he is looking very fit. He hopes to be stationed 
in England now and looks forward to seeing 
you some time soon. ; 

The Luxor and the Regal are still very 
much in: commission, and everyone at No. 76, 
Mr. and Mrs. Reynolds from next door, and 
even Judy, the Scottie, hone you will be en- 
joying Lancing again soon, sending you the 
best of wishes in the meantime. 


Stop Press: U.S. Civil War Ends 


fight, and, 


Number 76. 


We were lucky to find your mother and 
sisters at home because they are still working 
—with the exception of Queenie, who stays 
home to guard the fort—but we happened to 
cheer a Wednesday afternoon, so all was 
well. 


Young Peter is very well again now, and 
we can assure you that his “Question Time,’’ 
which is apparently a permanent session, is 
as formidable as ever. 


He told us that you have been away so 
long, he is beginning to feel he hasn’t got 
an Uncle Arthur any more, but as long ’as he 
has auestions to ask and books to be read to 
him he will remember that you are the one 
who nerforms these duties best. 

For this purpose the armchair in the dining 
room is auite ready to receive you, Arthur, 


in- in fact, left the 


tents and purposes Dade had Union. 


DARESAY you thought the cared much, and to alll 


whole of North America +9 fall into line with the rest A .short time ago, Dade 
(except, of course, Canada) of the country. But in Dade County decided to give up the 
was iin the United States. So _ they still reckoned they were unequal struggle and join the 
did 1 until the, other day—and in rebellion against the vic- rest of tthe United States. This 


put Townline in an awkward 


es bet, sai ete - ehgar eer ret Loire ; .. position. 

No, ‘sir! hen) the South hey had one supporter—in “jis citp idn’t want to 
gave in at the end of the Civil the North, itself. Not only. that: eee i data trp entirely on 
War, back in the ’sixties, Dade but in the very State of New their own shoulders. so they 
Countiy—part of Georgia State York. decided to line up: too. 


—refused to acknowledge the = when the Yankees declared ‘If Georgia feels the war’s 
victory of the North, and re- ar with the Southerners, over,’ they said, “so do we.” 
mained outside the United "fSwntine’s 125 voters passed So now the U.S.A. has one 
States. a resolution condemning the war finally,off its hands, 
Nobody seems to have North’s action, refused to D. N. K. B. 


* {OTHER says ‘ Yes.” This 
is) the @ramidimesisagia Miss 
Alice Keath sends from 37 
Greenfford Road, Pottery Bank 
Estate, Sit. Amthiony’s, 
castle-on-Tyne, to A.B. Laurie 
Eddinghiam. 

Curled up in a chair at 
home after \finishing her day’s 
work at (Parsons’, nursing 
“Darkie,’ newly adopted 
lucky black cat, Alice shyly 
told the “ Good Morning” re- 
porter and calmeraman that 
Mrs. ‘Keath has now given 


“Calling A.B. Ellingham 


her ‘consent to \an official en- 

gagement. 

“Mother said I was too 
young when Laurie and I first 


New- wanted to become engaged, but | 


she knows now that we are 
made for each other. And the 
next leave he gets we are to 
be officially engaged.’’ 


So here's’ a new order for 
you, Laurie! Alice wants an 
engagement . ring, five-stone, 


and you have to bring it with 
you and slip it om her finger. 
third lefit hand, in case you’re 
not sure of the correct order, 
just as soom as yow can make 
Tyneside! ! 


What are the returns offered: 
to the skipper of a trawler? 
This is often a sore point with 
those in the fishing business, 
who can pointito scarred hands, 
weatherbeaten faces, and long 

ours in the wildest seas. 

| should say, at he mom- 
ent, that a good average for 

a skipper, away for twelve 

days, would be £38, although, 

as in other callings, there 
are exceptions. 

The stories of men making 
£10,000 a year, however, can be 
taken with the customary pinch 
of salt. * 

Still, if you are prepared to 
study, work long hours, and 
are not afraid to ‘rough it,’’ 
there is no reason why you 
should not do well and pros- 
per in the fishing industry. 

I reckon, again on an aver- 


Ive 
is 


‘Vm chancin’ nuthin’! 
rocked with laughter at 
jokes before!” 


age, that skippers can pick up 
about £1.400 a year, although 
—and it’s important to stress 
this fact—the fluctuation of the 
markets and weather conditions 
play a most important part. 
Fishermen earn every penny 
they receive, for no one can 
dispute the fact that their call- 
ing, even in peace-time, calls 
for constant fights Ssfainst the 
elements, and possjble death. 
The developments that have 
taken place in trawlers since 
the war—super-models cost 
up to £30,000 in 1938—plus 
the numerous scientific aids 
to the fishing industry, 
should assure it of a good 
future in Britain. 
‘(One has only to spend a few 
days among tnawlermen to 
appreciate that they have 


brains—and know how to use 
them: ! 


“1 must close now, darling, 
because | want to write a line 


|| to that lousy paper * Good 
Morning’ while | feel in the 
mood...” 
The address, Sailor, is : 
c/o Dept. of C.N.I., 
Admiralty, London, 


The 


REGORIO let loose 


roar of anger, and Bees the one who has done this, and he seekers were still plain ; 
Do I have enemies scars showing where the trees had 
Who has broken into my been tapped for the gum. 


for the troughs, followed by the shall suffer ! 
crowd. here ? 


The troughs were situated just troughs of molasses?” 
Yet everyone protested that Jose seekers, who were so eager to gain down on the stool which the padre 


behind the store, and when the 


crowd of peons and forest men had no enemies, and that the clay supplies that they killed the trees to offered him. 
reached the spot they sent up a wail which covered the molasses must drain 
have been dry and broken with the thought of the terrible havoc they were Bludsoe looked for a long time into one who damages a hunter’s goodsis your friends, and they would take 
But Jose was not content working. 


of despair. 

The covers on the top were heat. 
broken, and the air had got in and with this. 
spoiled the molasses. But what 


the sweet syrup. he could not save. 


Long lines of ants, red, black, 


with them. 
expressions of despair which were dark jungle. 
on the faces of the peons and the 
a@ man possessed. 


sented much to him. It was the down by 


a ruined man. 
“Someone has done this!” he tropics. 


Parliaments 
Storting, 
the Althing ? 


rtoday 


1. In what card game is the 


term “His Heels’? used ? i Sac 
cube has 6 sides and 8 2. Brazil. 
corners; what figure has 8 sides 3. Paraguay. 
and! 6 corners ? 4. US.A. and U.S.S.R 


8. Of what country is Caracas 
the capital ? 

4, What were the two famous 
Englishmen named Blake, and 
about. when: did they live ? 


. Louis 
(1643—1715). 


“Padre who was 


great kept calling to the peons. “Find balatas the marks of the gum- When he saw Old Bludsoe he would not have lived until to- 


He ran to and fro, examining the * 
made the destruction utterly im- broken covers, questioning the men 
possible of repair was the number- and trying to think of a way to 

less insects which were eating up save his molasses, which he knew 


Balata Bludsoe walked round 


brown ants, were marching from the broken troughs leisurely, then 
the forest up the sides of the sauntered back to his hut. 

troughs. The place wasswarming Taking a machete from a nailon was because of this destructive 
the wall, he strolled into the forest greed that the balata was becoming 
Old Bludsoe stood watching the and struck a trail leading int6 the scarce and more valuable thanever. deaths of the forest men, the 


For several miles he kept on, then man’s affection for the fallen trees. 
hunters, and he became sad for he left the trail and entered the He patted their stems as a horse- 

their sakes. Jose Gregorio was like woods, cutting his way onward. man pats his favourite horse, pass- 
Now and then he passed fallen ing from one prone giant to the next their deaths, Balata? ” 
The loss of his molasses repre- balata trees which had been thrown with a sigh. 
gum-gatherers 
difference between profit and loss. years previously. They lay almost hours, until he broke out at the carried by hunters and trappers. we need rum we can control our- 
The loss meant that he was almost covered with thick jungle growth edge of a deep ravine. Far below Men who search for balata gum selves. 
such as springs up rapidly in the him the river wound its roaring need it for snake-bite and fevers. machete in your doorpost, I came to 
On the trunks of the way eastward. 


5. With what sport is the|skylin rk ; 
Wasicenter Cup eeocated ? : skyline, a dark patch deepened saints, nor can they find gum- demanded the padre. 
6. In what countries are th 
called 
(b) the Rigsdag, 


Answers to Quiz 
in No. 772 


XIV, 


6. Death of Disraeli 
Beaconsfield), 1881. ° 
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Gum Spy 


“ That is true, because the peons 


believe in you. They do not yet 
realise that you desire them to die 
in the forest.” i 

“* How do I desire them to die in 
the forest? ” 

“Come in,” he said. “Why?” “ By denying rum to this, camp, 
you would come.” “* Because I would have fulfilled padre. Rum for snake-bite and 

The old hunter entered and sat the law of-the Caura forests.” fever, you know. In one season the 
“What is the law of the Caura camp would be so weakened that 
A fire of logs was forests, Balata? ” you could then go down the river 
** When a thief, or a robber, or and bring up your employers, or 


circular grinned. night.” 


“TIT knew 


This was the way of the gum- 


them quickly, without a burning in the wide, open hearth. 
found, the one who finds him buries the balatas.” 
his machete up to the head in the “‘ What is that?” 
doorpost of that mean man, and padre. 
he is brought forth and sent on his But Balata Bludsoe merely smiled. 
last journey down the Caura. “ You are,no padre,” he said con- 
“ He is put into a leaky canoe, temptuously. “* You area gum spy.” 
bound hand and foot, without pro. The man to whom the words 
* visions or paddle, and sent adrift. i edareered eoreng to Ae feet 
“ "0,?? < «Jot ye The rapids do the rest. You see, with aroar; but Bludsoe also was 
slow growth of centuries, and it Pte ghia ek aes that is why I have my machete up, and his back was against tho 
D “T am willing, Balata Bludsoe.” With me. I have had a great door, his machete firmly held in 
“Why do you wish for the Struggle to-day.” his fist. There was a sparkle in his 


The padre sat very stiff and he ay about his lips a smile 
still. Old Bludsoe was gazing into eee You . 

: are a gum spy,” he re- 

ae tlhe weapon balanced in peated. “ But this trick is a new 


ee one—to come asa padre. Yet I tell 
aro a patre saved you, he wexton, You. that if you attack mo T shall 
“It is easy to see. You forbid “I did not tell the others, for I split your skull, and you will gain 


‘ ee, 
H i is - ‘ -- nothing. I came to bargain. ; 
e continued his way for several rum. You know that ram must be wanted to show you that even if The padre sank back into his 


chair, gazing ferociously at the 
hunter. The latter came back to his 
stool. 

“It is for the sake of the others 
Icame,” he said.” They are simple, 
and you have read the Burial 
Service over the dead. If you were 
found out the dead would suffer, 
and the next padre who came— 
even our own priest—would be 
killed. In coming as you have, you 
have disturbed the belief of these 
men. I came to bargain for their 
sakes.” 

“How do you know [am a gum 
9 ” 

For answer the hunter strode across 

the room, and with a swift movement 

of his hand flung aside the long cloak 


the flames before he spoke. 
cried the 


Part 2 of Plain and Unvarnished 


In a few days they undid the 


Bludsoe felt all the true woods- hunters of Jose Gregorio’s camp? ”’ 
The padre started, then kicked 

a burning log into the fire. 

““Who told you I wished for 


many 
So, instead of sinking my 


Long stretches of There can be no real fiesta without bargain. I have been in the woods, 
plain and forest spread to the rum. Unless men have it they thinking it out.” 
horizon, and to the right, on the cannot find protection from the ‘‘ What have you thought out?” 


the green of the slopes. That dark trees. Yet you yourself desire to ‘‘ This thing, that if you cease 
the| Patch meant balata. find balatas. It cannot be done your opposition about the rum, 
(c)|. For a long while Bludsoe stood unless we have rum. Jose Gre- I shall show you the balatas you 
looking, the’ he turned and re- gorio’s troughs were broken some covet. I am the only man who 
traced his trail to the camp. It time last night. That was not what knows where balatas are still to be 
was evening when he came within our other padre would have done.” found. I have kept the secret a 
sight of the lighted fires of the ‘‘ You suggest that I broke the long time, for I intended to tap 
clearing, bui he did not go to his covers, Balata?”’ asked the padre these balatas for the good of the 
hut. quickly. camp.” 
He made a circular route round The head of the old hunter The padre bent a keen, searching *P. 

the camp and reached the square nodded slowly, and his hand gaze on the hunter. 

— pei had been — for on over his ropeper: “You are brave to accuse me of 

he new padre. He knocked on ‘I know you broke the covers, breaking Gregorio’s trough-covers, i i : 

the door with the handle of his padre. I saw your trail, but it was Bindisos Do you know that I could sas the other was beach I 

machete. quickly mussed up by the feet of bring disaster to this camp? I ‘On your belt is a hook to 

The door was opened, and the the crowd. I tell you, padre, that could curse you all so that the which you hang the knife used by 
Reverend Samuel Jerks peered out. had you been an ordinary man you peons would flee down the river.” (Continued on Page 3) 


(a) 


of France 


(Lord 


The “Friendly” Cub 


a was the cottage-wives who first brought it to the 
“* public’s ”” notice. 

They had been gathering blackberries along the 
woodside hedge, when they noticed the cub playing 
in the stubble quite unconcerned about their presence. 

It certainly was an unusual kind of a fox. 


It showed quite a friendly interest in human 
beings and watched their movements without a 
trace of fear. 

The keeper was surprised to see the cub following 
and taking quite an intelligent interest in his proceed- 
ings. After that the friendly cub became the main 
topic amongst the company at ‘‘ The Plough.” 

They hoped it would escape the fate of its kind 
and that it would become an acquisition to the village 
as a reformed character. 

Jim Ogie’s sow farrowed on Thursday night in the 


sty down at the bottom of his garden. The sow 
had produced eleven strong healthy followers, 
and all went well until Saturday morning, when 


Jimmy could count only ten little piglets. 

On Sunday morning Jesse took a stroll round until 
dinner should be ready. He decided to walk the 
disused ‘‘ quarry-way,” not having been in that 
direction of late... . 

The cub leaped nimbly from a ledge in the rock 
face as he walked down the briar-grown cart track, 
paused a moment on the quarry top and then trotted 
unconcernedly across the turnip field. 

Jesse found its lair, a place where the soil. had 
ecently been disturbed, and—scraping it aside with 
his boot—disclosed a neatly arranged collection of 
mice, one rat, one cock’s-head (its owner had lately 
been reported missing from a neighbour’s roost), 
and the hindquarters of a partly consumed sucking 

ig. 
is Tie returned steadily homeward, and encountering 
Jimmy near “ The Plough,” confided to him the in- 
formation. 

Last Saturday night the discussion in ‘“ The 
Plough ” was “ general ’—that is, it began by some- 
one remarking how he “ heard a gun go off late one 
night !” 

* Aye, ten o'clock time—maybe quarter-past !” 
remarked someone else. 

And after that it was agreed that ‘someone was 
about !”—and everyone looked towards the un- 
moved Jimmy. 

‘* How’s the sow and litter, Jim, lad?” asked the 
keeper. 

‘Goin’ fine!” said Jimmy, “and [ ain’t lost any 
more 0’ the little uns, and don’t think I shall do any 
more, thank yer, Henry!” 

The friendly cub has disappeared. " 

F. K. 


BEELZEBUB JONES 


QUICK-INTO THE BUSHES 
WHERE WE CAN EXAMINE 
THE LOOT / 


TORE UP TO SHOW’EM WE'RE 
DOLLAR , 


SIZE. 


SO! THEY PLAY GAMES 
WITH POINT-HEAD 


NEWSPAPERS / 


/ / A FINGER- 


FARMER'S BOY'S 

!)GOT THE LEAD — 

OH WELL RODE, 
DES !— 


CONFUCIUS 
WINS //1 


BOY SECOND - 
MARZIPAN 
THIRD! 


we 'VE ARRANGED 
AGAIN! ME EVERYTHING, POPEYE- 
WIT'SKERS 


IS WAVIN’ 


NDS! 


las 


ae 


GOOD MORNING 


No. 773 
No. 


Wangling Words 7: 


1. Behead shipshape and get 
an edge. 

2. Prdert the same letter 6 
times and make sense of: That- 
anadeaodelaoth. : 

3. What word of six letters: 
meaning “ask,” can 
tten in capital letters con- 
entirely of straight 


missing words 
same letters in 
different order: The honey-bee 
is one of the — kinds of —. 


Answers to Wangliug 
Words—No. 710 


1. G-RATE. 

2. Seven species 
exist. 

3. 16; namely 5, 9, 10, 11, 12, 
15, 19, 20, 25, 29, 50, 55,°59, 90, 
95, 99. 

4. Hounds, unshod. 


of horses 


The Padre who was a gum spy 


(Continued from Page 2) 
gum spies. The knife is in your 
knapsack.” 

“You have been through my 


knapsack?” roared the padre. 
“T have. I saw the hook as 
you stepped ashore from the canoe. 


So I searched for the knffe and 
the cups. I found them in your 
knapsack. That is proof you are 
a gum spy. Now will you bar- 
gain?” 


“Very good. . You are smart, 


Bludsoe. We will bargain. What 
are your terms?” 
“They are simple. If you 


promise to bless the crops and to 
allow Jose Gregorio to have his 
alambique, I shall tell you where 
to find balata trees. 

“T want more than that. I 
must have gum samples. I must 
have them within two days.” 

“And will you promise to 
leave the camp if you have the 


“Yes. There is nothing I need night, Jose, on an important 
stay for. There is a fiesta on the matter. Tell me, is your alambique 
third day, but I shall not wait for safe?” 
it.” “Tt is safe in the shed, Balata. 

The old hunter shrugged his To-morrow I make rum for the 
shoulders. fiesta in spite of that padre. You 

“You shall have the samples,” see these long lines of figures, 
he said. “I shall bring them my hunter? They are the debt 
here at this time two days hence.” we owe to him for the small good 

He opened the door and went he has brought us. We must pay 


out silently, with his face these debts before he will bless the 
turned towards the padre all crops. 
the time; then back to his ‘Have you any rum, Jose? 


hut he hurried, and hastily I am going to the forest and would 
made up his pack. like some.” 

The camp was quiet when he ‘‘ My hunter, I have not a drop. 
slipped out and crossed the clear- There is none in the camp, for the 
ing. At the door of the store padre bought all my stock and 
belonging to Jose Gregorio he poured it into the river. He did 
saw the owner leaning against this to-day, when you were out 
the sidepost. of camp. But if you put off your 

Down the post were long lines trip until after the fiesta you can 
of chalk-marks, rows of figures. have plenty.” 

“Hallo, Balata,” said Jose, ‘I must go without, Jose, for I 
“are you off to the woods?” 


Balata Bludsoe walked on into 
the gloom. 


The old hunter’s thoughts were 
troubled. He knew that this spy 
whom he had discovered had 
determined to drain the camp of 
rum. There was only one reason 
for that action. 


It was to make sure that there 
would be no rum to treat snake- 
bite or fever, so that the hunters 
and forest men would forsake the 
place, and then he could come in 
and claim the site 

Nevertheless, Bludsoe had ob- 
tained a promise, and if only he 
could get rid of him he would tell 
the truth to Jose later, and they 
could make their plans to keep 
the spy and his men off the land. 


(To be continued). 


“Another new dress! Who’s 
going itto pay for it?” 


“That’s up to you. I didn’t 


want to be back before the fiesta.| get married to do your worry- 


‘““Pardon me, sir, are you 
expecting someone ?”’ 


Pawnbroker: “I can’t give 
more than a pound on your 
fiididie.” 

Musician: “What! Only a 
pound? Why, the neighbours 
have offered me two to stop 
playing.” 


OOOH!— I'M EVER 


A MONTH'S LEAVE!- 
You CAN HAVE THE, 
BEST BEDROOM—| 


eu 


oo 


/AM THE STERN, HoH 
PRESSURE TEACHER! 


(OCH!-THE HEED-STRONG \ 
YOUNG RIP-ROYSTERER- 

| CANNA BEAR WI.THE 
THOUGHT-AN' CREPE _4 
THE PRICE IT 15 /! 


if I 
So EXCITED, BERT!- OLD MUM oy 


SLEEP IN THE 


samples?” “TI am journeying through the Good night!” 


VTHIS FAMILY SEN a 
GOING To SQUEEZE US 

BOTH OUT OF BLIGHTY!-// STOUT GiRL!- 
(LL RUN You UP To /LET’s PUSH OFF 


LONDON, BARNEY!- 


SPOSE POOR 


HAVE To START 
LOOKING FOR A 
ROOF OVER MY 


NEXT 


E 
STORY := JAN 


coe 


WW HERES THAT YOUNG Hussy, © 
MISS WILSON — TWENTY MINUTES ): 
LATE! - WATCH ME DEAL 


«eeAND WHY SHOULD | HAVE ¥: 
TO WASTE MY TIME WAITING 
FOR YOU SIMPLY BECAUSE 
YOU WASTE 700 MUCH OF 
YOURS IN FRONT OF 
A MIRROR? 


«++ BUT TWO BOW-STREET 
RUNNERS ARE ON THE WATCH 
FOR HIM +«« 


IN THE UNWELCOME COMPANY 
OF THE MYSTERIOUS GYPSY, 


= 


ULL ts 


TIS A’ VERRA WEEL FOR YOU, 
ERIC,- YE KEN FINE YERE 
UNSINKABLE-TIS A MERCY 
/ INSURED THE PUIR SQUIRE 
AGIN DROONIN' AN’CAN 

DRAW THE MONEY ! 


S‘LONG, 


‘OME FIRES BURNIN 
WIV THE FIXTURES 
AN’ FITTIN'S / 


I'VE LOST MY Sy WISH I \ 
FLAT AND | SHALL COULD OBLIGE, 


OLD THING— 
BUT THE MISSUS, 
You KNOW— 


V/ AND LOOK HERE, 
MRS JOTSON- IF YOU 


HIN PRACTISE — DONT 
| ae MY TIME AND 


SAVAGE THE BAGGAGE! B® eee | i 
WHY THE LUGGAGE? 


img for you.” 


Kathryn Grayson 
NGING in the rain and singing in the sun- 


I 
S shine is the way diminutive Kathryn Gray- 
{ son travels through life. _ 

She iust can’t stop singing, and thoesands 
wouldn’t want her to. 

Some day she wants to star at the Metro- 
politan Overa House, but meanwhile she is 
quite happy making pictures for M.-G.-M. Her 
latest one is “Anchors Aweigh,’’ in which she 
stars with Frank Sinatra and Gene Kelly. 

Kathryn’s real name is Zelma Hedrick, and 
she hails from North Carolina, but most of her 
childhood was svent at St. Louis. 

She got her chance to sing for films when 
she was discovered singing on Eddie Cantor’s 
Radio programme. 

Among Kathryn’s pet likes are housekeeping 
(including washing down walls and windows), 
walking—though she dislikes formal exercising 
—and designing her own clothes. 

She is revorted never to fuss about her 
appearance, but then, if she is anything like 
the way we see her, she doesn’t need to. 

Her winsome features, hazel eyes and rich 
brown hair, together with her very pleasing 
manner have achieved for her acclamation of a 
different kind than is usually accorded to movie 
stars. 

Her favourite expression is one of resignation 
—‘Well, that’s life ...’’ 


Cathryn Rose 


CROSS- 
WORD 
CORNER 


CLUES ACROSS.—2 Diver- 
sion. 5 Talk carelessly. 8 Girl's 
name. 10 Reproduce. 12 Dress 
material, 14 Profuse. 16 Fish. 
18 Colour. 19 Reasonable. 21 
Short hour. 22 Bird, 23 Delved, 
24 Preserve. 25 Pronoun, 26 
Shifting. 28 Neuralgia. 29 
Admirable 51 Striped cloth. 34 
Deal. 55 Compel. 57 Weight. 
38 Short county. 59 Electrical 
units, 


CLUES DOWN.—1 Headland. 
2 Measure. 3 Male title, 4 
Fish, 5 Slope. 6 Deposited. 7 
War girls. 9 Colour, 11 Model 
of excellence. 15 Cask, 15 Hurt. 
17 Motor - cycle addition, 20 
With.  2i Shout vo dogs. 22 
Suggestion. 24 Bodice frills 26 
‘Observances. 27 Promise, 28 
Walked. 50 Girl’sname. 532 
Card, 55 Corporal, 36 Word of 
inquiry 


ys 


THIS BEARS LOOKING AT. 
Without a doubt that’s the worst pun ever 
perpetrated on this page. (We’re sorry: The 
Editor). The brown bear is one of the original 
inhabitants of the Glacier National Park in 
America—and he rather resents the coach-load 

of trippers. 


ngpronagniieee ee 
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THE OLD LILY-WHITE FIRM? 
When a Canadian destroyer put into port, the lads gave the 
local farmer a hand with his sheep-dipping. It happened 
at a farm at Hexham,.Northumberland. Many of the sailors 
were old hands at farmwork—having lived down on the farm 
back home across the Atlantic. 


: : SCHOOL GIRL. 
CABARET TURN MIDST BUTTER- Why anyone with a gleam 


CUPS AND DAISIES. in her eye as wicked as 
Why anyone in their senses should Mary Best’s should need 
want to put on white tie and tails to go to a “School for 
and hurl his partner about in the Brides ” is a nut to crack. 
middle of a meadow—completely Anyway, we think it’s a 
escapes us. But we will say that the safe bet to say that Mary 
sun’s rays glinting on the torso of will come out top of the 
said partner gives us ideas that are class ! 


not exactly truly rural. 


SAILOR BEWARE OF THE CLIP-JOINT. 
A clip-joint—in case you’re in any doubt about the matter—is not a barber’s shop. It’s 4 
a joint, or a dive, where the lassies are expert in getting poor sailor men to spend their | 
hard-earned cash on alcoholic refreshment—as if a sailor ever needed any persuasion ! 
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